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he remembered Walther, he would shudder at the thought of meet-
ing with a friend; for he felt convinced that, with any friend, he
must be unhappy. He had lived so long with his Bertha in lovely
calmness ; the friendship of Walther had cheered him through so
many years; and now both of them were suddenly swept away.
As he thought of these things, there were many moments when
his life appeared to him some fabulous tale, rather than the actual
history of a living man.

A young knight, named Hugo, made advances to the silent
melancholy Eckbert, and appeared to have a true affection for
him. Eckbert felt himself exceedingly surprised; he met the
knight's friendship with the greater readiness, the less he had
anticipated it. The two were now frequently together; Hugo
showed his friend all possible attentions; one scarcely ever went
to ride without the other; in all companies they got together.
In a word, they seemed inseparable.

Eckbert was never happy longer than a few transitory mo-
ments : for he felt too clearly that Hugo loved him only by mis-
take ; that he knew him not, was unacquainted with his history;
and he was seized again with the same old longing to unbosom
himself wholly, that he might be sure whether Hugo was his
friend or not. But again his apprehensions, and the fear of being
hated and abhorred, withheld him. There were many hours in
which he felt so much impressed with his entire worthlessness,
that he believed no mortal not a stranger to his history, could
entertain regard for him. Yet still he was unable to withstand
himself: on a solitary ride, he disclosed his whole history to
Hugo, and asked if he could love a murderer. Hugo seemed
touched, and tried to comfort him. Eckbert returned to town
with a lighter heart.

But it seemed to be his doom that, in the very hour of con-
fidence, he should always find materials for suspicion. Scarcely
had they entered the public hall, when, in the glitter of the many
lights, Hugo's looks had ceased to satisfy him. He thought he
noticed a malicious smile; he remarked that Hugo did not speak
to him as usual; that he talked with the rest, and seemed to pay
no heed to him. In the party was an old knight, who had always
shown himself the enemy of Eckbert, had often asked about his
riches and his wife in a peculiar style. "With this man Hugo was
conversing; they were speaking privately, and casting looks at
Eckbert. The suspicions of the latter seemed confirmed; he